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The Tragedy o/Cjmbeline. 


T he confequence o'th'Crownejand muft not 4 foyle 
T be precious note ofit; with a bafe Slaue, 
AHilding for a Liuorie,a Squires Cloth, 
A Pander; not fo eminent, 

Imo. Prophanc Fellow ; 
War t thou the Sonne of lupiter no more, 
But what thou art befides : ihou wer'c too bafe, 
To be his Groorae : thou wer't dignified enough 
Euen to the point of Enuic. If 'twere rriade 
Comparatiue for your Vertues,to be ftil'd 
The vnder Hangman of his Kingdome; and hated 
For being prefer'd fo well. 

Clot* The South-Fog roc him. 

Imo. He neuer can meete more mifchance,then come 
To be but nam'd of thee. His mean'ft Garment 
That cucr hath but dipt his body; is dearer 
In my refpec^then all the Heires aboue thee, 
Were chey all made fuch men : How now Pifanio ? 
Enter Pifanio^ 

Clot. His Garments ? Mow the diucJl. 

Imo. To Dorothy my woman hie thee prefently. 

Clot. His Garment? 

Imo, Iamfprightcdwith aFooie, 
Frighted,and angred worfe : Go bid my woman 
Search for a Iewcll, that too cafually 
Hath left mine Arme : it was thy Maftcrs. Shrew me 
If I would loofe it for a Reucne w, 
Of any Kings in Europe, I do think, 
1 faw't this morning : Confident I am, 
Laft night 'twas on mine Arme; I kifs'd it, 
I hope it be not gone,to tell my Lord 
That I kiflc aught but he. 

Pif Twill not be loft. 

Imo. I hope fo : go and fearch. 

Clot. You haueabus'dme : 
His meancft Garment ? 

Imo. 1,1 faid io Sir, 
If you will maker an Aftion,call witneffe to't. 

Clot. I will enf&rme your Father. 

Imo. Your Mother too : 
She's my good Lady; and will concieue,Ihope 
But theworft of me. So I leaueyour Sir, 
To'th'worft of difcontcnt. Exit. 

Clot. He ibereueng'd : <• 
His mcan'ft Garment ? Well. Exit. 


Enter Pofihumm^and P hilar io. 
Pofi. Fcare it not Sir : I would I were fo fare 
To winnc the King, as i am bold, her Honour 
Willrcmaineher'st 

Phil. What meancs do you make to him? 
Poft. Not any : but abide the change of Time, 
Q^akc in the prefent winters ftatc,and wiflh 
That warmer day es would come : In thefe fear*d hope 
I barely gratifie your loue; they faylingt 
I muft die much your debtor. 

Phil. Your very goodneffe,and your company, 
Ore-paycs all I can do. By this your King, 
Hath heard of Great Angufim : Catm Lucius, 
Will do's Commiflion throughly. And I think 



( 


Hee'le grant the Tribute : fend th'Arreragcs 
Or looke vpon our Romaines,whofc rcmcrabran 
Is yet freflh in their gricfe, cc 

Pofi. ldobeleeue 
(Statift though I am none,nor like to be) 
That this will proue a Warrc; and you fhall heare 
The Legion now in GalJia,fooncr landed 
In our not-fearing-Britaine,then hauc tydingt 
Of any penny Tribute paid. Our Countrymen 
Arc men more order*d,then when Inlm Cajar 
Smil'd at their lacke of skill,but found their coura 
Worthy his frowning at. Their difcipline, ^ C 
(Now wing-led with their courages) will make bow 
To they: Approuers, they are People,fuch 
That'mend vpon the world. Enter hchm 

Phi. See Iachimo? 

Pofi. Thefwifteft Hart^hauepoftedyoubvlaM 
And Windes of all the Corners kifs'dyourSailcs 
To make your velTcll nimble. 

Phil. Welcome Sir, 

Pofi. I hope the briefenefle of your anfwere.tmde 
The fpecdmeffe of your returne. 

Iachi. Your Lady, 
Is one of the fayreft that I haue look'd vpon 

Pofi. And therewi thall the bett,or let her beauty 
Looke thorough a Cafcmcnt to allure falfe hearts 
And be falfe with them. 1 

Iachi. Heere are Letters for you. 

Pofi. Their tenure good I truft. 

Iach ¥ Tis very like. 

Pofi. Was Cains Lttcitu in the Britainc Court 
When you were there ? 

lach. He was expe&ed then, 
But not approaeb'd. 

Toft. All is well yet, 
Sparkles this Stone as it was wont,or is't not 
Too dull for your good wearing ? 

lack Ifl haue loft it, 
I fhould haue loft the worth ofit in Gold, 
He make a iourney twice as farre,t'enioy 
A lecond night of fuch fwcet ftiortneffc, which 
Was mine in Britaine, for the Ring is wonne, 
Poft. The Stones too hard to come by. 
lack. Not a whit, 
Your Lady being foeafy. 

Toft Make note Sir 
Your loffe.your Sport: I hope you know that we 
Muft not continue Friends. 

lack. Good Sir, we muft 
If youkccpeCoucnant : had I not brought 
The knowledge of your Miftris home,I grant 
We were to queftion farther^ but I now 
Profeffemy ielfcthe winner of her Honor* 
Together with your Ring; and not the wronger 
Of ber.or you hauing proceeded but 
By both your wtfles. 

Poft. If you caivdiak't apparant 
That yon haue tafted her in Bed; my hand, 
And Ring is yours. If not,the foule opinion 
You had of her pure Honour* gaines,orloofes, 
Your Swerd,or rame,or Mafterleffe leauc both 
To who (ball fiflde them. 

lach. Sir,my Circumftances 
Being fo nere the Truth,as I will make them \ 
Muft firft induce you to beleeue; whofe ftrength 
Iwill confir me wit h oath,wbich I doubt not 
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y>u'l giue me leauc to fpare, when you fhall finde 
youneedeit not. 

poft. Proceed. 

Iach. Firft, her Bed-chamber 
/ VVbcre I confeffe I flcpt not, bur profeffe 
jjad that was well worth watching) it was hang'd 
\Vith Tapiftry of Silke. and Siluer, the Story 
proud Cleopatra, when (he met her Roman, 
hndStdnus fwell'd aboue the Bankes, or for 
^preffcof Boates, or Price. Apeece ofWorke 
Sobratsely done, fo rich, that it did ftriue 
]n Workcmanfliip, and Value, which I wondes'd 
Could be fo rarely, and exactly wrought 
Since the true life on v c was——* 

Pofi. This is true : 
And r bi^ you might haue heard of hecre, by me, 
Or by foroe other. 

lack. More particulars 
Muft iuftifie my knowledge. 

foft. Sothcymuft 9 
Or doc your Honour iniury. 

hch. The Chimney 
IsSouth the Chamber, and theChirnnejvpeece 
Chafte Dian, bathing : neuer f«w I figures 
Soliktly to report themfelues ; the Cutter 
Was as another Nature dumbe, out-went her, 
Mocion,cnd Breath left out. 

Pofi. This is a thing 
Which you might from Relation likewife re3pe, 
Beii^as it is, much fpofceof. 

lach. rheRoofe o'th'Chamber, 
With golden Cherubins is fretted. Her Andirons 
(I had forgot them) were two winking Cupids 
Of Siluer, each on one foote ftanding, nicely 
Depending on their Brands. 

Poft+ThU is her Honor : 
Let it be granted you haue feene all this (and praifc 
Be giuen to your remembrance) the defcription 
Of what is in her Chamber, nothing faues 
The wager you haue laid. 

lach. Then if you can 
Be pale, I begge but leauc to ayre this Iewcll : See, 
And now 'tis vp againe : it muft be married 
To that your Diamond, He keepe them. 

Poft. [one— — 
Once more let me behold it : Is it that 
Which I left with her? 

lach. Sir (I thankc hcr)that 
She ftript it from her Arme : I fee her yet : 
Her pretty Aftion, did out-fell her guift, 
And yet enrich'd it too : fhe gaue it me, 
And laid, flic priz'd it once. 

Po(l. May be>fhcpluck ? d it off 
To fend it me. 

lach. She writes fo to you ? doth free f 

Poft. Ono,no,no/tistrue. Hecrc, take this too, 
It is a Baiiliske vnto mine eye, 
Killes me to looke on*t : Let there be no Honor, 
Where there is Beauty : Truth, where femblance : Loue, 
Where there's another man. The Vowes of Women, 
Of no more bondage be, to where they arc made, 
Then they arc to their Vertues,wh;ch is nothing : 
O,aboue meafure falfe. 

Phil. Haue patience Sir, 
And take your Ring againe^ 'tis not yet wonnc " 
It may be probable flhe loft u i or 


Who knowes if one her women, being corrupted 
Hath ftolnc it from her. 

Poft. Very true, 
And fo I hope he came by 9 t : backe my Ring, 
Render to me forrse corporall figne about her 
More euident then this : for this was ftolne* 

lach. By lupiter, I had it from her Arme. 

Poft. Hearke you, he fweares: by lupiter he fweares. 
"'Tis true, nay keepe the Ring . 'fi s true ; 1 am fure 
She would not loofe it : her Attendants are 
All fworne, and honourable : they mdue'd to ftcale it ? 
And by a Stranger ? No, he hath enioy'd her, 
The Cogniiancc of her incontinencie 
Is this : (lie hath bought the name of Whore,thus deerly 
There, take thy hyre, and all the Fiends of Hell 
Diuidc thcmfclues betwecne you. 

Phil. Sir, be patient : 
This is not rtrong enough to be bdecu'd 
Qf one perlvvaded well of. 

Poft. Ne'uertalkeon'r: 
She hath bin coked by him- 

lach. If you feeke 
For further fatisfying, vnder her Breaft 
(Worthy her preffing) lyes a Mole, right proud j 
Of that moft deli catc Lodging. By my life 
I kift it, 3nd it gaue me prefent hunger 
To feedc againe, though full. You do remember 
This ftaine vpon her ? 

Poft. I, and it doth confirme 
Another ftaine, as biggc as Hell can hold, 
Were there no more but it. 

lach. Will you heare more f 

Poft. Spare your Ai ethmaticke, 
Neuer count the Turncs : Once,and a Million. 

lack. He be fworne. 

Poft. No fwearing: 
If you will i wcare you haue not done't, you lye, 
And I will kill thee, if thou do'ft deny 
Thou ft made me Cuckold.': 

lach. He deny nothing. 

Poft, O that I had her hcere,to ceare her Limb»xueaic: 
I will go there and doo't, i'th'Courtjbeforc 
Her Father, lie do fomething. Sxit. 

Phd. Quite befides 
The gouernment of Patience. You haue wonne s 
Lefs follow him, and perucrt the prefent wrath 
He hath againft himfelfc. 
. lack. With all my heart. 

Enter Pofthamfis* 


Exettnt. 


P&ft. Is there no way for Men to be, but Women 
Muft be halfe-wor&ers? We are all Baftards, 
And that moft venerable man, which I 
Did call my Father, was, I know not where 
When I was flampt. Some Coyner with his Tooles 
Made me a counterfeit : yet my Mother fcem'd 
The 7)idn of that time : fo doth my Wife 
The Non-pareul of this. Oh Vengeance f Vengeance ! 
Mc of tiiy lawfull pleafure (lie reftrain'd, 
And pray'd me oft forbearance : did it with 
A pudencie fo Rofic, the fweet view onY 
Might well haue warm'd olde Saturn^ 5 
That I thought her 

As Chafte, as vn-Sunu'd Snow. Oh,all the piuels !' 
This yellow lachimo in an houre, was't not ? 
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